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guised rejoicing, and the hopes of a better reign.
At eleven o'clock on ioth May the end was near,
and he died at a quarter past three.

Scarcely had Louis XV drawn his last breath
when the Due de Bouillon, the Lord High Cham-
berlain, went out of the royal apartment and,
advancing to the barrier which divided the Oeil-
de-Boeuf in two, cried out: "Sirs, the king is
dead!" The usher added, "Pass on, Sirs!" and
the rooms slowly emptied.

The king of France was laid out on a bier lit
by the flickering light of candles, watched over by
priests and nuns; to dispel the fearful odour that
filled the room the windows were open, stifled
sounds recalling echoes from everyday life, and
gusts of pure air -wafting in from the park. A
few yards from this room where death reigned
gardens were gay with bright flowers amid green
lawns, birds sang in the great trees and a faint
breeze formed a rainbow in the spray of a sparkling
fountain where bronze nymphs and laughing
Cupids bathed in its waters.

Outside was the glad intoxication of re-birth;
the earth quivered with joy, and spring lent happy
colours to nature and humanity.

Inside the palace, the man who had such a love
for nature, for rides in wood and countryside, for
the joys of love, lay cold and lifeless.